A, Y. CAMPBELL
ANIMULA VAGULA

NIGHT stirs but wakens not, her breathings climb
To one slow sigh; the strokes of many twelves

From unseen spires mechanically chime,
Mingling like echoes, to frustrate themselves ;

My soul, remember Time.

The tones like smoke into the stillness curl,
The slippered hours their placid business ply,

And in thy hand there lies occasion's pearl;
But thou art playing with it absently

And dreaming, like a girl.

A BIRD
His haunts are by the brackish ways
Where rivers and sea-currents meet;
He is familiar with the sprays,
Over the stones his flight is fleet.
Low, low he flutters, like a rat
That scampers up a river-bank;
Swift, lizard-like, he scours the flat
Where pools are wersh and weeds are dank.
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